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ing precision. Flying ideas and pictures are
snared by them, as though by a hunter's lasso.

Let the wild

Lean-lieaded eagles yelp alone, and leave
The monstrous ledges there to slope and spill
Their thousand wreaths of dangling water-smoke.

In these lines we have a landscape like one
of Turner's. Every word in it is a study.
Here, again, the verse has a different quality.

cares to walk
With Death and Morning on the silver horns.

This single touch reminds one of Milton by
the magical stimulus that it gives to the im-
agination. It produces a feeling in us as
though our thoughts were being caught away
by a wind. And all these powers are here
employed by the poet to convey a thought or a
sentiment which is in itself a commonplace.
Love is a domestic, not a transcendental passion :
that is the long and short of the whole of it.
As related to ourselves, this may not have much
interest ; but as related to the way in which Mi\
Tennyson has chosen to tell it us, it must
enchant and startle every lover of poetiy .

The workmanship in the above passages is
notably more precious than the material ; and